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tLEVEN thirty-three. Really, I have hardly time. It can't be helped."
Cknricard was on the pavement of the rue Sainte-Isaure. He had hurried out of school, gently shaking off his pupils, some of whom were holding on to his hand or clinging to his sleeve. Then it struck him that his visit to Sampeyre would probably prevent him from lunching with his parents, as he generally did. It was true that this family lunch did not appeal to him every day; and he congratulated himself whenever he could get away from it. But he would blame himself if he did not send word to his mother, who would be as anxious about him as when he was ten years old.
He saw one of his little pupils.
** Bastide, here a minute I "
The boy ran up, his eyes shining in advance with the pleasure of doing something out of the ordinary, however trivial it might be. Clanricard scribbled half a dozen words on a page torn out of his note-book.
" Take this straight to 32 boulevard Ornano. Ask for Mme Clanricard. Give her this. Don't be in too much of a hurry, and mind the traffic when you cross the boulevard."
The boy was already on his way, flushed with pride and gratitude.
Clanricard strode rapidly up the rue Saint Jsaure and the rue du Poteau,
" Sampeyre won't be expecting me, on a day Hke this,
So